SAXD   AND   FOAM

There          be something strangely sacred

In         It is in our         and In the sea.

Our God In His gracious thirst will drink
us all, the dewdrop and the tear.

*

You are but a fragment of your giant self,
a mouth that          bread* and a blind hand

that holds the cup for a thirsty month.

*

If you would rise but a cubit above race
and country self you would Indeed become
godlike.

If 1 were you I would not find fault with
the sea at low tide.

It Is a good ship and our Captain Is able; it
Is only your stomach that Is In disorder.

What we long for and cannot attain Is
dearer than what we have already attained.

*
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